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were drying on her cheeks. Her mother was making low
clucking noises in her ear.
She broke free with a wrench of her shoulders and an
instant later was regretting the petulant violence of her
movement.
"O Julie!" her mother said, twisting her ringed hands
together as a cottage-woman twists her apron in em-
barrassment and grief. "Julie, dear, what have I done
that you can't bear me to touch you even when you
cry?"
"I wasn't crying* I wasn't crying/' Julie said, and,
sitting down, curled her body away, hid her face in the
back of her chair and sobbed as though her heart would
break.
The Baroness also sat down, took out her handkerchief,
and waited.
Soon, dry-eyed, they were gazing at each other, while
a great Persian cat twined itself to and fro between them,
"I'm sorry, mother. I didn't mean to be brutal. I	"
"Now, listen, Julie. Since, as you say—and as you
prove, we are hard when we are together, let us at any
rate see things as they are. You say like a schoolgirl that
you can never settle down in Enkendaal again. Where else
are you going, tell me that? You have pocket-money that
came to you at your father's death. Apart from that you
have little—probably nothing. You are a pensioner here
whether you like it or not."
Julie did not answer. The Baroness went on: "Very
well. You must make your bed if you are to lie in it. Apart
from myself, you have one friend in the world—your
step-father. You have been nothing but trouble and
expense to him, but he likes you; there it is. But if he
knew what you had done, he would wash his hands of
you. Mr. Alison was his guest; you were under his pro-
tection; your husband was at the war. You know your
step-father's code of honour well enough	"
If it is true," Julie said, "that he would 'wash his
hands of me,' it is useless, mother, for you to fight any
more. Sophie will tell him/'

